CHAPTER VIII
THE SEVEN YEARS* WAR (continued)

LEUTHEN   TO   MAXEN   (DECEMBER,   1757,   TO   DECEMBER,
I759-)

WHAT profit would Leuthen bring to Prussia?
was Frederick's first thought after the glori-
ous fifth of December, and may well be
ours. He himself was worn and ill. In the excite-
ment of victory he had closed the long day of Leu-
then with a jest. Pressing on to the castle of Lissa,
he found it full of Austrian officers. " Bonjour,
Messieurs/' cried the King, suddenly appearing out
of the darkness, " can you find room for me?" But
reaction and depression followed the strain of 1757.
" If the year upon which I am entering," he wrote
on his birthday (January 24,1758), " is to be as cruel
as that which is at an end, I hope it will be my
last."

Every kind of anxiety, public and private alike,
pressed at the same time upon the hero of Rossbach
and Leuthen. His brother, Augustus William, for
whom a chance bullet might at any moment clear
the throne, had not yet succumbed under the burden
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